TH'E   NEW   MONGOLIA

ordinarily fine and beautifully wrought brass studs,
and I had intended to take it home to Hungary.

"Do let me have it," said the Mongolian again,
"111 give you another for it."

He brought his own, which was perhaps even more
beautiful than mine. I was puzzled as to why he
should want to effect the exchange, and it occurred to
me that it might be merely because my halter was
something different from his own. But the Mongolian
mistook my puzzlement for hesitation.

"If you'll let me have it I'll help you with the
Said/' he said. "I'll tell him that you're not a Russian,
that you're a good man. , . ."

I agreed, and we sealed our friendship with a cup
of tea and another pipe. Meanwhile, several other
soldiers had entered the tent and my friend excitedly
began to tell them something in Mongolian. The
company soon broke up and a few minutes later the
whole camp knew that I was a "Manchar," European
but not Russian, and a member of a sister race which
had migrated centuries ago in search of a new home.

Shortly after my friend's tent was invaded by a
curious crowd of half-naked soldiers with greasy
skins who to me looked pretty much alike. Then
another man slipped in and shouted to me over the
heads of the crowd:

"The Russians are gone/5

My friend now hurriedly explained how I must
behave in the Said's presence in order to find favour
with him. It was then that I received my first lesson
in Mongolian etiquette. The correct procedure,
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